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A  QUAKER  APOSTLE 

IN  MEMORIAM 

JOHN  T.  BORLAND 


BY 

WM.  KING  BAKER 


LONDON : 
Gaspereau,  Cumberland  Park, 
Acton,  W. 


On  the  18th  of  April  1896  John  T. 
Dorland,  a  young  Canadian,  laid  down  his 
life  in  England  in  strenuous  service  in  gospel 
ministry  at  the  early  age  of  thirty-six.  Some 
thousands  were  through  his  instrumentality 
led  to  Christ  and  others  quickened  in  devotion 
to  Him.  His  youngest  daughter,  Elizabeth, 
was  too  young  at  the  time  of  her  father's  death 
to  remember  him.  These  memorial  lines 
were  written  for  her  on  the  occasion  of  her 
re-visiting  England,  1914. 
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A  QUAKER  APOSTLE 

IN  MEMOR1AM 
JOHN  T.  DORLAND. 

Servant  of  God  and  servant  of  thy  fellow  men 

In  highest  enterprise  that  earth  may  know 

The  quest  for  souls,  in  wild  sin  lost 

And    wandering    far    from    out    the    Father's 
house, 

Called  like  the  prophet  of  the  mightiest 

In  strength  of  manhood's  glorious  prime, 

Equipped  and  girded  at  the  voice  of  God 

^Gladly  to  go  for  service  in  His  sight, 

And,  leaving  all  behind,  life,  one  vast  light, 

Transfigured,  as  of  old  on  Tabor's  mount 

Thy  Lord  was  clothed  in  power  divine, — 

How  shall  thy   lowly   friend   the   tale   unfold 


A  Quaker  Apostle. 

Of  thy  great  warfare  for  the  truth  of  Christ, 
And  those  baptisms  into  daily  death 
Which  made  thee  mightiest  for  thy  Lord 
In  all  the  strength  and  potency  of  love  ? 

II. 

I  see  again  thy  robust  earnest  face 

That  yearned  with  soul-girt  longing    for    His 
grace 

When  first    we  met  at  Pickering  with  those 
saintly  souls* 

Who  through  long  journeying  for  the  love    of 
Christ 

Around  the  world  had  left  a  way  of  light, 

And  into  cold  and  distant  Labrador 

Had  burned  to  tell  the  story  of  the  Cross. 

His  was  the  selfsame  message,  as  he  spoke 

Of  ancient  Philippi  that  awful  night 

When  Paul  and  Silas  prayed  and  sang  to  God, 

*  Isaac  Sharp  and  Alfred  Wright,  with   whom  the  writer  attended 
Canada  Yearly  Meeting  of  Friends  in  1883. 


A  Quaker  Apostle. 

While  wondering  prisoners  listening  to  them 

Felt  beneath  their  feet  foundations  shaken, 

Their   bands    unloosed,    and    saw   the   opened 
doors 

Rent  by  an  earthquake  from  their  fastenings. 

Yes,  yet  again  I  hear  that  wondrous  voice 

Deep  with  the  depth  of  holy  reverence 

And  pleading  with  a  pathos  born  of  love 

And  Christ's  great  yearning  over  human  souls. 

Then,  it  is  voicing  the  arrest  of  God, 

The  mighty  warning  call  of  wakening  life  : 

"  What  must  I  do,  Sirs,  to  be  saved  ?  " 

And,  with  the  gladness  known  alone  to  those 

Dead  to  themselves,  he  tells  again  the  great 
good  news, 

And  all  his  face  aflame  with  light 

Declares  more  than  the  spoken  words  : 

"  Believe  thou   on   the   Lord,    thou    shalt    be 
saved, 

And  all  thy  house  this  very  night." 


A  Quaker  Apostle. 

E'en  then  it  was  a  boyish  face  I  saw, 

Though  he  had  just  attained  to  man's  estate, 

And  all  the  freshness  and  the  strength 

Of  his  young  life  so  given  to  God 

Moved  to  the  making  in  my  soul 

A  place  he  ever  holds  alone,  apart, 

One  like  a  late    Sir  Galahad,    having  strength 
of  ten 

Because  whole-souled    and   all    his  heart  was 
pure. 

III. 

But  let  me  trace  the  pathway  farther  back 

To  that  long  straggling  village  by  the  shore 

Of  blue  Ontario,  bearing  still  the  name 

Of  England's  famous  warrior,  Wellington  . 

For  here, — where,  with  loud  thundering  beat, 
the  Lake 

Breaks  on  the  boulders  and  the  silvery  sand, 

And  seems  to  drown  the    gentler   "West    Lake 
lapping 

Like  some  great  hound's  deep  throated  bay 

That  breaks  at    night   above    the    house    dog's 
bark, — 


A  Quaker  Apostle. 

Here    in    the    distant    days,    four    generations 

gone, 
The  Indian  warrior  stole  along  the  strand 

With  noiseless  tread  and  easy  swinging  gait 

Alert  to  mark  the  tracks  of  game,  to   trap,   to 
snare, 

Or  catch  the  silver-sided  white  fish  in  the  Lake  : 

And,  hardly  straining  with  tent  poles  and  skins, 

The  dark-eyed  squaw  above  the  drifting    sands 

Built  there  the  forest  camp  fire's  cheering  blaze, 

Prepared  the    tempting   deer's   meat   for   her 
chief, 

And  baked  the  white  fish  in  the  embers  for  her 
maids ; 

Or,  sporting,  gathered  shells  along  the  shore 

With  which  to  deck  their  girdles  and  skin  robes. 

Then  came  those  exiled  followers  of  Penn 

Who  had  sought  freedom  under  Britain's  flag 

In  her  new  lands  along  the  Atlantic  shore, 

And    found,    across     the     river     from     New 
Amsterdam — 

Destined  to  fame  thereafter  as  New  York, — 


A  Quaker  Apostle. 

A  place  of  rest  at  Breukelen,  new  named  for 
their  old  home 

Near  Utrecht, — and  likewise  to  become 

The    modern    Brooklyn,    for   great    preachers 
famed. 

When  all  the  land  was  swept  by  the  great  war 

Which   followed    urgent    claims   that    all   had 
pressed 

For  right  and  voice  in  local  government, 

Those  who,  for  love  of  the  old  land,  refused  to 

go 

All  lengths  to  separation,  now  were  driven 

Out  from  their  ample  homesteads, 

And  a  way  made  through  the  trackless  forest, 

Months  of  travel,  toilsome,  dangerous,  round 
the  Lake 

Until  they  found  a  shelter  at  Hay  Bay, — 

A    Dorland    settlement,    with    many    kindred 
friends, 

Trompours,  Van  Alstines,  Caniffs,  Haights  and 
Browns 

Who    lived    in    peace    there   near  the    Indian 
bands, 

Fierce  Mohawks,  Hurons,  Senecas,  whose  place 

Their  children's  children  hold  and  till  unto  this 
day. 


A  Quaker  Apostle. 

In    this   secluded    shelter,    where    calm    blue 
Quinte  still 

In  all  her  sylvan  beauty  smiling  back  the  sun 

O'er  pillowy  wooded  uplands  sloping  gently  to 
her  banks 

Gave  restful  green  reflected  on  her  face, 

Or,  in  the  early    autumn,    flamed    all    crimson 
gold 

Luxuriant,    matchless,  with    the    frost    tinged 
leaves, — 

Those  Quaker  settlers  worshipped  in  the  woods 

And  gathered  there  the  first   Friends'  meeting 
in  the  land. 

Thence  later  to  the  Parliament    at    Oonagara* 
called 

A    Friend,    strong    Philip     Dorland,    for     this 
midland  district  stood 

And,  though  as  loyal  a  subject  as  the   old   flag 
ere  waved  o'er, 

Whose  yea  was  yea  and  nay  was  nay,  because 
he  would  not  swear, 

For    all    his    toilsome    journey,    two    hundred 
miles  or  more, 

Through    forest    paths,    o'er    corduroy     roads, 
lame  riding  and  foot  sore, 

And  the  electors  choice  of  him,  one  of  the  first 
sixteen — 

*The  original  Indian  name  of  Niagara. 


A  Quaker  Apostle. 

Plain  farmers  in  their  homespun  clad, 

By  wives'  and  daughters'  own  hands  made, 

Merchants  and  men  from  the  plough  and  store 

Who  luxury  and  wealth  had  known  before 

This  forest  exile  for  the  loyal  faith  they  bore, — 

Because  he  would  Christ's  word  obey,  nor  God's 
name  mumble  o'er 

To   tell    that    he    in    truth    would    serve,    but 
solemnly  affirm, 

By  an  old  and  unjust  custom  in  vogue  across 
the  sea 

He  was  refused  to  take  his  seat,  and  to  return 
was  free, 

His  counsel  was  lost  to  that  patriot  band, 

Though  later  it  triumphed  because  of  his  stand. 

'Twastwo  generations  after,  when  that  old  law 
had  gone, 

In  Canada's  sixth  parliament  a  Dorland  stood 
again, 

Sat  for  that  Midland  district,  outstretching  like 
a  wing 

Into  the  Lake,  '  Prince    Edward '  named,  for 
our  late  peacemaker  King. 
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A  Quaker  Apostle. 

IV. 

With  a  strange  sweet  sense  these  thoughts  come 
back 

Like  a  tale  from  a  world  grown  old, 

And  I  hear  again  from  thy  humbled  heart 

How  it  came  to  be  Christ  controlled — 

How,  proud  of  thy  birth  and  heritage 

And  the  world  of  thy  own  noble  thought, 

Like  Saul,  set  on  thy  nation's  weal 

With  a  strength  of  will  and  great  gifts  to  appeal 
To  young  manhood's  ambition, — Christ  made 
thee  know 

Like    Saul    through    what    suffering    for  Him 
thou  shouldst  go. 

Was  it  suffering  ?      Yes,   for  a  moment,  not 
more, 

For  He  gave  thee  His  joy,  vainly  sought  for 
before. 

V. 

But  thy  tale,  let  me  tell  it  all  simply  again, 
For  it  can  but  awaken  deep  thoughts,  overlain 

1L 


A  Quaker  Apostle. 

In  many  a  mind,  or  in  o'er  burdened  brain 

Scarcely  conscious  how  near  it  God  ever  has 
been. 

He  was  near  thee  ere  childhood  had  fashioned 
thy  thought 

When   to   the   old    meeting    thy    mother    had 
brought 

Thee  an  infant  in  arms,  and  had  it  revealed 

That   thou    for     deliverance    of    many     wert 
sealed  : 

A  ministering  friend  had  come  from  the  East, 

James  Jones,  unto  whom  the  rare  gift  of  a  seer 

Was  largely  vouchsafed,  was  then  present  there, 

And  suddenly  paused  in  his  discourse  to  say : — 

'A   child  there  present  in   it's  mother's  arms 
that  day 

Would  become  a  great  minister  of  the  Gospel 
of  Christ.' 

From  that  mother  there  came,  when  at  four 
score  and  two, 

That    still    fresh    deep    impression,    made    so 
wondrously  true. 
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A  Quaker  Apostle. 

A  bright  happy  childhood  in  thy  dear   father's 
home, 

Fond    mother    and    sisters,    and  Friends  who 
would  come 

On    their  ministering    visits    to    find    there    a 
welcome, 

And    leave    deep    impressions    for    life     upon 
some, — 

So  thy  life  early  opened,  was  soon  taught  to  find 
The  truth  first  fulfilled  in  thy  opening  mind, 

And  thy  memory  stored  from  thy  wise  mother's 

heart 
Learned  a    love   of   God's    Book   that    should 

never  depart. 

These  are  blessings  the  world  nor  its  riches  can 

give, 
Prepared  ground  where  the  seed  of  the  Kingdom 

can  live  : 
Let  none  lightly  think  they  can  set  out  for  sin, 

And  then  find  it  more  easy  God's  ways  to  begin. 

Yet  a  home  e'en  like  '  Lakeview,'  sheltered  and 

sweet, 
In  itself  cannot  make  a  soul  for  Christ  meet  : 

The  new  birth  should  be  when  the  babe  learns 

its  will 
Gladly  given  to  parents  and  to  God,  for  it  still 

Is  as  true  as  when  Jesus  the  words  kindly  told  : 

"  Thsir  Angels  the  face  of  mv  Father  behold." 
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A  Quaker  Apostle. 

But    that    birth    from      on      high,      whether 

consciously  known 
Or  in  infancy    inborn,    e'en    as    Christ's  words 

have  shown 
Must  have  the  changed  nature,  tuun  to  love  the 

heart's  hate, 
Be  a   child   to   the   Father   who  dwells  in  the 

light. 
What  confusion  we  make  with  our  words  and 

our  creeds 
When  God  shows  that  He    made    us    for    His 

loving  deeds ; 
That  our  free  will  was   given,    that   we   freely 

might  choose 
What  His   grace   freely    offers,    nor  salvation 

refuse. 
Yes,  the  way  he   made    simple,    His    purposes 

plain, 
'Tis  man's  ways  are  crooked,  his  pathways  in  pain 

Till  he  turns  to  the  Father  from  whom  he  has 

gone  : 
4  I  have  sinned,  am  unworthy  to  be  called   Thy 

son, 
'Let  me  now  be  Thy  servant  if   I  may   be   at 

home, 
'In  Thy  house  there  is  plenty,  enough  and  to 

spare — 
'While  I  perish  in  hunger, sin  sick  and  nonecare.' 

And  the  Father,  Who  welcomes  each  lost  one 

returned, 
Sends  for  ring  and  for  raiment  for  the  life  He 

had  mourned. 
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A  Quaker  Apostle. 

And   thus    too    for    thee,    when    thy    young 
manhood  came, 

Thy  soul  in  its  need    found    the    problem    the 
same : 

Wouldst  thou  love  thy    Lord  first,    supremely 
and  best  ? 

Even  if  He  should  send  to  the  Isles  of  the  West  ? 

Turn  thy  life  from  ambitions  of  statecraft   and 
law 

To  such  visions  as  John  in  Apocalypse  saw  ? 

Take    thy  eloquent  speech  from   all  fostering 
pride, 

Range   thy   life   and    its   gifts   for   thy   Lord 
crucified  ? — 

Strong  and  fierce  was  the  strife  and  the  conflict 

within, 
Soul  searching  the  Light,  convincing  of  sin, 

Showing  life's  mortal    taint,    which    the   most 

moral  know, 
Revealing  a   righteousness   that   no  man   can 

show 
Till  he   seeks   and   finds   refuge   the   Christ's 

cross  below. 
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A  Quaker  Apostle. 

VI. 

Thou  then  had'st  a  friend* — one    who    loved 

thee  well — 
To  whom  ever  thy  presence  and  thy  life  gave  joy, 

Whom  thy  friendship  made  debtor  thee  to  tell 

Thy  soul's  deep  need,  ere  it  could  employ 

Its  strength,  its    devotion,    men    to  save,   not 

destroy. 
You  shared  the  same  room,  as  boy  friends  love 

to  do, 
When  he  came  on  a  visit  to  thy  dear  father's 

home, — 
Saw  thy  prayerless  retiring, — and  both  slept, 

but  not  through 
The  long  winter's  night,  for  at  midnight  there 

came 
The    Spirit's     awakening,    and     thy     friend's 

faithful  word 
Told  thv  young  seeking  heart  of  eternity  and 

God. 
Thou   wast    moved,   and   thy    heart    spoke    of 

spiritual  things 
Which  cut  right  athwart  what  thy  own  mind 

had  planned, 
How  God  sent  conviction,  and  winning  words, 

winged, 
As  if  pinioned  in  heaven,  through  a  spirit-filled 

man  :i 
One  whose  life  had  at  Earlham  so  witnessed 

for  Christ 

*  Ellwood  Garratt.        f  Sebum  Dorland. 
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A  Quaker  Apostle. 

That  many   re-born  gave  their  hearts    to  His 
praise ; 

Whose  calling  away  when  the  age  of  his  Lord 

Spread  a  heavenly  radiance  over  his  face 

While  the  dying  lips  faintly  said:    'Glorious 
Glorious,' 

And  thy  heart,  at  his  graveside,  prayed  for  like 
grace. 

But    'tis    more    than   emotion,    or   feeling,    or 
prayer, 

The  soul  needs,  when  it  seeks  the    Christ  to 
prepare 

New  birth  from  above  and  His  dwelling  place 
there : 

Faith's  surrender  to  God   and   confessed   self 
despair. 

Ah  how  stubborn  the  heart  while  divided  the 
will ! 

And    thine,    till    surrendered,    was    in     deep 
darkness  still : 

17 


A  Quaker  Apostle. 

The  fear  that  to  preaching  the  Lord  would  thee 

call, 
The  claim  that  He  made  that  thou  should'st 

give  up  all, 
If  soul  peace  and  rest  thou  would'st  enter,  and 

know 
Thy  heart  cleansed   from   sin,   made    '  whiter 

than  snow.' 

But    the    long    winter   passed,    and    the    first 
flowers  of  May 

Were  blooming  where  lately  the  winter's  snows 
lay 

When  thy  soul  found  full  peace  in  acceptance 
of  Christ, 

And  conversion  meant  to   thee  a  manly   full 
trust. 

0  the  joy  now  of  prayer  !  '  touches,'   too,  thou 

hast  said, 
'  Of  the  man  Christ  Jesus '  Who  died  in  thy 

stead : 
Then   again,   a    year  later,  there   came,  thou 

did'st  say, 

1  A  vision  of  Christ,'  followed  on  day  by  day 
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A  Quaker  Apostle. 

With  the   Spirit's  indwelling :    a  deeper    soul 
peace, 

'  Death  to  self,'  '  His  son  in  '  thee,  life  'newness' 
and  grace. 

VII. 

Now  'twas  life's  fair  morning,  youth's  mystic 
distance  broke, 

And  the  far  horizon  and  the  glorious  zenith  met : 

Like  thoughts   intermingling,  or  light  on  the 
blue  lake 

That  shaded  off  unconsciously,  lost  in  blue  of 


sky  : 


For  all  thy  soul  and  being  and  thy  God  had 
unity. 

VIII. 

Then  came  the  days  at  colbge,  tho'  these  were 
all  too  short, 

Thev    found    thee    witnessing    for   Christ    and 
joined  in  manly  sport, 
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A  Quaker  Apostle. 

Whole  hearted  in  thy  study,  earnest,   strong 

and  brave, 
In  life's  new  quest   devoted  for  Christ  men's 

souls  to  save  : 

And  many  life  impressions  were  to  the  students 

brought, 
4  One    of   themselves   now    preaching    Christ ' 

within  conviction  wrought ; 

Thv    room    door    corridor     was     now    called 
'Dorland  Street,' 

And  many  there  sought  fellowship,  bowed  at 
the  Saviour's  feet. 

There  was  then  one*  at  college — a  maiden  tall 

and  fair 
Whose  sweet  and  gracious  presence  told  of  a 

nature  rare, 
Calm  in  its  lofty  sense  of   right,  a  wise  and 

thoughtful  mind, 

Finely  controlled  in  spirit,  in  tenderness  most 

kind : 
And  she  it  was  God  gave  thee  when    swiftly 

years  had  flown, 
I  never  saw  a  fairer  bride  through  all  the  years 

I've  known, 

And  God  had  given  babe  Margaret  when  first 
I  saw  you  both 

And    felt   how    holy    home-life    was    lived    in 
Christ's  love  and  truth. 

*  Lavina  (Hubbs)  Dorland. 
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A  Quaker  Apostle. 

IX. 

Time  sped,  thy  Saviour's  gracious  call  was  given 
to  preach  His  word, 

Had  prompt  response — then  days  and  nights 
fulfilment  glad  record — 

The  youthful  eager  dauntless  will    of   deepest 
soul  desire  : 

Those  dead  in  sin  were  made  alive  with  heaven's 
quick'ning  fire  ! 

But  when   were  ever  such  led    forth  without 
there  swiftly  came 

The  hand  of  opposition  to  obstruct  and  thwart  ? 

And  so  to  thee  'twas  stretched,  and  clutched 
thy  coat, 

As  if  thou  wert  too  young  and  all  untried  to 
speak  for  God  ! 

As  well  put  out  the  hand  to  stay  the  torrent 
flood 

Where  mighty  Oonagara  thunders  with  great 
voice 

Between  the  Lakes,  as  try  to  stay  the  soul  lit 
from  on  high 

From  speaking  forth  to  sin-dead  souls  the  word 
of  life. 
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A  Quaker  Apostle. 

X. 

Quiet    farming   neighbourhoods  and  scattered 
country  towns, 

Toronto, — Ontario's  Queen  city  by  the  Lake, — ■ 

Cleveland,  beyond  blue  Erie's  southern  shore, 

And  famous  Brooklyn  gave  thee  call  on  call. 

Widely  the  prospect  opened,  tempting  to  the 
mind, 

To  hold  the  gathered  multitude  by  the  power 

Of  well  set  speech  and  gifted  eloquence 

In  which  to  none  need'st  thou  take  second  place. 

Ah,  these  thou  held'st  but  lightly  in  the  scale, 
Nor  meet  to  weigh  against  the  power  of  God 
And  his  clear  call  to  thee  for  prophecy 
And  preaching  as  he  willed,  e'en  as  in  early  days: 
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A  Quaker  Apostle. 

And  with  the  scattered  Friends, — c  Quakers,'  so 
called 

At  first,  with  mocking  lip  and  cold  derisive  smile, 

Ere  their  true  speech  and  sterling  worth 

Had  made  the  term,  once  basely  used,  one  to 
commend, — 

Thou  madest  choice,  and  found  thy   pathway 
opening  wide  : 

4  But  a  poor  Quaker  preacher ! '  yes,  but  then 
of  God 

So  owned  and  blest,  with  his  anointing  grace, 

That  everywhere  men  were  re-born  and   saw 
their  Saviour's  face. 

0  confidence  past  boasting,  that  humbles  while 
it  fills 

With  holv  exaltation,  that  ecstasy  excels : 

Truth's  foes  may  thicken  round  it,  but  all  is 
peace  within, 

Christ's    love    has    filled    the    contrite    heart, 
forgiveness  cast  out  sin. 

23 


A  Quaker  Apostle. 

XI. 

Soon  truth  and  Christ  love  triumphed, — 

And  thou  wert  still  but  twenty  one 

"When  the  church  acknowledged  thy  gift  and 
call 

As  already  the  Church's  Lord  had  done. 

Five  hallowed,  blessed,  fruitful  years  in  which 
to  thee  were  given 

Thy  two  sons,  John  and  Arthur, — both  now  to 
strong  men  grown, — 

Then  England  rose  before  thee,  a  living  soul 
concern 

Which  all  these  years  had  lived  in  thee  and 
Christ  had  made  His  own. 

O  passion  of  soul  hunger !  0  awful  thirst  for 
God! 

As  breaking  of  the  seventh  seal  Heaven's  holy 
silence  made, 

How  did  your  inward  tumult  shake  all  within 
his  soul 

Hid  '  neath  a  calm  intensity  and  mighty  self 
control ! 
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Where  James  Parnell,  the  martyr,  in  boyhood 
bravely  fell 

We  waited  there  together   long  in  deep  silent 
prayer ; 

At  Lexden*  slept  together,  but  words  can  never 
tell 

Thy  soul's  depth  of  prayer-wrestling  the  night 
we  tarried  there  : 

'Twas  like  the  eve  of  battle,   great   hazards  of 
compaign, 

England's  first  Quarterly  Meeting   where  thou 
wouldst  Christ  proclaim  : 

The  pressure  bore  upon  thee,    'twas  cast   upon 
thy  Lord, 

And  He  fulfilled  His  promise  and  glorified  His 
word. 

Then  swiftly  came  the    meetings    all    up    and 
down  the  land, 

Baptisms   for    soul     deadness,     so     few     can 
understand, 

When,    through    pain    and   wrestling,    to    the 
gates  of  death  for  sin 

The  soul  goes  down  with  pleadings,  who   other 
souls  would  win. 

*The  home  of  Samvel  F.  Hurnard. 
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'Twas  thus  with  thee,  Christ's  charge,  Christ's 
fight 

'Gainst  sin  and  Satan's  power  and  might ; 

If  found  in  rich  or  poor  man's  home 

Thy  faithful  witness  spake  the  same. 

The  Lord  thee  blessed  from  place  to  place 

Rejoiced  my  heart  at  God's  great  grace 

Who  had  revealed  those  long  years  past 

The  prophet's  mantle  on  thee  cast, 

And  made  me  feel  the  time  must  come 

When  thou  shouldst  here  the  truth  press  home, 

And  win  for  God  on  every  hand 

Men  who  through  life  would  for  Christ  stand. 

But  time  would  fail,  nor  words  unfold 

How  He    wrought    through    thee,    made  thee 
bold 

To  speak  with  soul  convincing  power, 

To  win  with  love,  warn  of  death's  hour 

Indifferent  souls  ;  those  callous  grown 

Show  judgment  and  the  great  white  throne ; 
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Lead  gently  young  hearts  to  their  Lord  ; 
Aged  entreat  with  the  heavenly  Word  ; 
The  sin  stained  point  to  the  Lamb  once   slain, 
Deliverance  bring  to  their  bondage  and  pain  ; 
Persuade  the  prodigal  till  home  he  returned  ; 
To  the  Comforter  guide  sad  souls  who  mourned, 
Till  Christ  through  thee  sent  to  all  His  peace, 
And  ever  in  thee  gave  the  glad  increase 
Of  heavenly  joy — Yes,  an  hundred  fold — 
And  the  angels  rejoiced  as  each  one  told 
How  this  joy  of  thine  from  the  Cross  had  come 
And  led  these  from  darkness  to  light  and  home. 

O  sweet  sad  memories,  and  thrills  of  joy  ! 

Thy  might  in  those  meetings  !  the  heart  of  a  boy 

When  Christ's  power  prevailed    and  souls  were 
won 

And  the  new-birth   gladness  had    made    them 
His  own ! — 
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I  feel  it  again,  and  the  tears  fall  fast, 
For  I  can  but  so  feebly  portray  that  past : 
I  would  God  had  chosen  abler  hand  to  write 

Thy  life  story  when  thou  had'st  passed  from 

sight ; 
Or  that  I  then  had  written  all  my  sad  heart 

told  — 

So  much  seems  but  dross  which   should  have 

been  gold, — 
Did   I  fear  Friends'  conventions,  traditions  of 

time, 

Fail  to  tell  to  the  full  the  great  heart  that  was 

thine  ? 
Dear  friend  up  in  heaven,  if  forgiveness  may 

flow 
P  ast  the  gulf  fixed  to  separate  all  things  below 
Let  it  come  from  those  lips  I  loved  to  see  move 

I  n  thy  Saviour's  sweet  service, — now  praising 
above. 
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Ah  those  years  thou  wast  with  us,  how  hallowed 

and  blest  ! 
Like  those  of  our  Lord  with  the  twelve  and 

the  rest, 
Full  of  stirring  appeal,  and  wisdom  and  grace, 
Till  the  time  came  we  last  should  look  on  thy 

face : 
Years  in  number  like  Christ's,  unto  manhood's 

full  prime, 

Ideal,  complete  !  such  surely  were  thine. 

XII. 
But  why  try  to  write  what  thy  lips  never  told  ? — 
The  multitude's  blest,  who  thy    Lord's  name 

extolled, 
The  men  who   came  back   and  with  grateful 

hearts  praised, 
The  lives  God  renewed,  who,  as  monuments, 

raised 
Their  witness  in  business,  in  trade,  and  in  work, 
Gave   good    measure,    fair    wages,    nor   would 

honest  toil  shirk, 
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Returned  the  tools  stolen,  restored  unjust  gain, 

Made  amends  like  Zaccheus,  found  to  sin  now 
a  pain, 

Gave  their  Lord  of  their  labour  and  wealth  to 
dispose, 

Made  His  cause  the  life  purpose  their  hearts 
gladly  chose, 

Lived  for  others  who  before  had  been  all  for 
their  own, 

Made  glad  with  their  presence,  sought  out  those 
alone 

In  distress,  or  in  sorrow,  or  sickness,  or  pain, 

And,  ministering,  helped  them  hope  to  regain; 

Young  hearts  consecrated,  saints  of  God  made 
glad, 

While  angels  rejoiced  as  the  Saviour  had  said  ; 

Other  churches  partook  in  the  favour  Friends 
shared 

Of  thy  large-hearted  love  and  fresh  living  word  ; 

The    great    cause    of    Christ    in    the    world's 
widening  faith 

Led    thy    steps    o'er   the   East,    in    that  blest 
Saviour's  path, 

Down   to   Egypt,   up   the    Nile,    through   sad 
Palestine — 
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Oppressed  and  neglected,  yet  great,  yet  sublime 

In  the  long    night    of  darkness   and    scattered 
exile 

Of   her  own   ancient  people,    awaiting    God's 
smile 

When  their  stony    heart   humbled,    contrited, 
shall  claim 

The  Christ  their    Messiah,    and    welcome  His 
reign. 

O'er  the  ways  so  familiar,  from  our  childhood's 
da\s  taught, 

With  the  brother,*  by  whose    side  fifty    years 
I  have  wrought, 

Thy  feet  trod  the  ground,  stood  by  the  blue  lake, 

Climbed  the  mountain,  or  rested  where  of   old 
Jesus  spake 

To  the  poor  sinful  woman  beside  Jacob's    well, 

Healed  Capernaum's  leper    with    His  gracious 
"  I  will,"— 

And  you  saw  where  He   suffered    on    Calvery's 
hill  ! 

We  at  home  shared   your  joy  in  these  travels 
abroad 

And  counted  the  gain  all  you  saw  would  afford 

•/■  Alkn  Eaktr,  .V.P. 
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In  the  years  that  were  coming,  illustrating  the 
truth 

Of  the  land  our  Lord  trod  from    His    birth    to 
His  death. 

Twice  thy  steps  were  led  over  those  memorable 
scenes : 

The  last  she  too   shared   who   had   filled   thy 
boy  dreams 

And  had    made   thy  life    restful    by    her   wise 
wifely  care 

And  love's  loyal  strengthening  life's  burdens  to 
bear. 

Thus  eight  intense  years,  full  of   blessing,    had 

sped 
Such  as  they  only  know,  who,  baptized  for  the 

dead, 

Live  the  life,  share   the   grief,  join   others   in 

joy- 
Hearts  at   leisure    from    self   for    this    blessed 
employ. 
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XIII. 

Yet  in  and  through  all  there  was   wise    loving 
care 

For  the  dear  wife  and  children  God    gave    you 
to  rear : 

And     then     there     was     added    to   the    loved 
"  Deanbrook  "  nest 

Another  sweet  babe,  God's  brightest  and  best, 

The  only  child  born  in  Great  Britain  to  thee, 

Like  her  father  in  face,  winning,  loyal  and  free, 

Thy  power  of  expression,  thy  thought,  and  thy 
mind 

With  her  mother's    sweet    grace    in   her    kind 
heart  combined. 

0  friend  up  in  heaven,  so  early  called  home 

To  the  service  of  glory,  to  leave  her  alone, 

Sweet  it  has  been  to  bring  over  the  sea 

This  flower  of  thy  heart,  full   bloomed    so    like 
thee  ! 
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Hast  thou  been   around    her   through    all   the 

long  years 
Since  a  baby  she  lost  thee,    too    soon    e'en   for 

tears  ? 
Didst  thou  guide  her   to    school   from    the    old 

homestead  farm  ? 
Has   thy  spirit    preserved    from    self-pleasing, 

and  harm 

The    most  moral    know    when    the    heart    is 
not  filled 

With  the    sweet    will    of   heaven,    nor    pride's 
pleadings  stilled  ? — 

It  must  have  been  so,  for  these    opening    years 

Already  give  token  for  Christ  her  soul  cares 

More  than  earthly  ambition,  which    thy    heart 
put  away, 

Through  thy  cross  found   a   crown,    heaven's 
own  blessed  way. 

0  glad  was  thy  heart  when  thy  baby  gi  rl    came 

And  thy  pen  record  reads  : — '  We  have  called  her 
name 
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'  Elizabeth,  and  pray  she  may  grow  up  to  walk 

'  In  the  ways  of  the  Lord  blameless.'      Thou 

seemest  to  talk 
Again  to  this  child  of  thy  loved  English  home, 
And  a  flood  of  fond  memories  of  thee  with  her 

come. 

Yes,  dear  friend,  on  the  ocean  we  oft  felt  thee 

near 
Seeing  her  deep  prostration,  making  thine  re- 

ppear, 
And,  like  thine,  her  brave  spirit  rising  others  to 

tell 
Of  life's  happy  humours,  singing  glad  songs  as 

well. 

XIV. 

We  saw  thy  sweet  baby,  when  in  anguish  and 
grief 

Her  mother,  sore  stricken,  could  find  no  relief 

Save  in  God,  and  the  care  of  thy  children  bereft : 
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While  we  mourned  thee,  we  praised  that  thy 
baby  was  left. 

Ten  years,  all  unnumbered  to  thee  up  in  heaven, 

Had  passed  ere  to  us  again  it  was  given 

To  see  thy  sweet  wife  and  child  Bessie  again, 

And  then  heaven's  calm  had  softened  earth's 
pain. 

A  school  girl  of  twelve  with  bright  happy  face, 

Her  dinner  pail  swinging,  and  health's  match- 
less grace 

In  each  feature  and  movement,  as  homeward 
she  trod, 

Was  the  Bessie  we  met  on  the  old  Picton  road. 

But  more  frequently  since,  with  more  joy  every 
time, 

We  have  seen  her  glad  eyes,  so  like  unto  thine, 

We  have  trod  o'er  the  sandbanks,  sailed  over 
the  lake 

Heard  the  waves'  gentle  lapping  on  the  gravel 
that  breaks 

Ontario's  blue    billows,   when  the  south    wind 

awakes. 
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As,  early  in  manhood,  thou,  in  heart  nearness 
bound, 

Gave    true    friendship's    fragrance,    and    glad 
response  found,    . 

So  now  thy  sweet  Bessie  and  our  dear  Ruth  are 
blest 

In  hallowed  true  friendship  and  happy  heart 
rest. 

And  these  months  of  her  visit  to  old  England 
again 

Have  been  all  too  short  all  of  thee  to  regain — 

For,  while  she    reveals  thee  in  countless  sweet 
traits, 

In  herself  loyal  love  and  her  happy  frank  ways 

Have  made  gladness  and  mirth,  with  a  deep 
undertone 

That  tells  of  the  Christ  and  joy  all  His  own. 

XV. 

Twenty  years  since  thou  left  us, — like  a  stream 
in  its  course 

Which  a  fisher  boy  follows  far  back  to  its  source, 
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I've  been  tracing  thy  life,  touching  points  here 

and  there, 
Letting  feelings  flood  over  these  heart  thoughts 

laid  bare. 
Like  the  stunning  and  numbing  of  heart  at  its 

core 
For  the  thousand  souls  lost  on  the  St.  Lawrence 

shore 
When  the  '  Empress  '  *  went  down  in  the  dead 

of  last  night 
Was  the  message  that  told  of  thy  passing  to 

light ! 
Yes,  to  light,   for  'twas  morning,    with  birds' 

bursting  song 
When  thy  spirit  released  joined  heaven's  glad 

throng, — 
And  the  earth  service  over,  and  all  toil  and  pain 
And  tears  gone  for  ever,  and  heaven's  great  gam 
Thine,  O  friend  of  thy  Saviour,  so  well  named 

'  John,' — 
'Twas  light,  that  still  bec&ons,  thy  fondly  loved, 

home. 
That  shock  sent  a  shudder  all  out  through  the 

land ! 
Nay  farther — 'twas  felt  round  the  world,  as  if 

planned 
That  the  work,  which  in  life  had  been  dear  to 

thy  soul, 
In  thy  death  should  be  doubled,  come  a  heaven 

sent  call : — 

*  The  S.S,  '  Empress  of  Ireland  '  sunk  near  '  Father  Point,' 
Quebec,  t9th  May,  191 4. 
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'  John  T.  Dorland  is  dead  !  His  Lord  called  him 

home : 
'He  speaks  to  you  through  him, will  ye  also  come 
'Be  His  faithful  disciples,  acknowledge  His  right 
'To  your  service  on  earth,  and  then  in  His  sight  ? 

XVI. 

We  grieved  for  the  church,  yet  the  church  had 

thee  still, 
Thou  did'st  live  on  in  others,  fulfilling  His  will ; 

We  mourned  with  thy  wife  and  four  children 

then, 
God  has  made  them  His  own  noble  women  and 

men ; 

We  sorrowed  our  own  sundered  friendship  and 
love, 

We  found  thy  life's  influence  leading  above ; 

We  lamented  the  world's  losing  thee  in  the  fight 

'Gainst  its  sin, — and  found  a  glad  pathway  of 
light 

Shining  out  through  the  darkness,  at  sea  and 
on  shore, 

In  slums  and  in  prisons,  where  workers  implore 

Heaven's  help  for  the  outcast  and  sin-burdened 
men, — 

Saw  thine  was  life,  deathless,  Christ  makes  live 
again. 
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XVII. 

Now  thou  livest  in  thy  child,  for  whom  I  thus 

write ; 
May  her  sanctified  soul  lead  many  aright  ; 

And  thy  love,  0  my  friend,  fill  our  hearts  with 

true  fear 
Lest  we  grieve  thy  dear  Lord  in  our  tarriance 

here, 
And    our    slow    comprehension    of  His    own 

gracious  plan 
For  what  still  remains  of  life's  earthly  span. 

Dost    thou   wait    our  re-union   in  the   life   all 
unseen, — 

Eternal, — yet  holding  all  that  ever  has  been  ? — 

Ah,  this  I  know  not,  mists  may  still  cloud  the 

hill, 
But  I  know,  though  translated,  thou  lovest  as 

still. 
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Do  they  know  up  in  Heaven  of  our  soul  struggles 

here, 
Do  redeemed  ones  made  perfect  our  stumblings 

upbear, 

Did    thy    ministries    multiply    at    thy    earthly 
release, 

Dost  thou  still  bring  to  souls  the  Christ  promised 
peace, 

Are  the  seed  truths  of  life  thou  did'st  sow  here 
below 

Yet'thy  care,  while  on  earth  still  extending  they 
grow, 

Is  there  oneness  of  knowledge,  as  of  life  and  of 
love, 

Of  the  earth  friends  of  those  God  has  gathered 
above  ? 

Hast  thou  joined  the  rejoicing  over  each  new 
born  soul, 

Joined    the    prayer    and    the    pleading    that 
heaven's  control 

Fulfil  the  Lord's  promise — sin  shackles  set  free  : 

'  Lifted  up,  I  shall  draw  all  men  unto  me  '. 
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O  might  of  that  power  growing  ever  more  strong 

As    sin    ransomed    souls     join    the    heavenly- 
throng, 

Add  their  prayer  to  Thy  saints,  who  cry  :  '  Lord, 
how  long  ?  ' 

Fond  questionings  come,  as  bird  songs  in  the 
sprirg 

Full  of  fresh  liquid  notes,  that  new  raptures  bring, 

With  the  cold  winter  past  and  earth's  sorrow 
passed  o'er 

Like  lands  these  have  left  on  some  far  southern 
shore ; 

While  songs  in  sweet  cadence  that  came  from 
the  sky 

To    welcome    the    Christ-child     seem     again 
drawing  nigh ; 

And  the  portals  of  heaven  His  glory  reveal 

Like  the  light  that  on  Tabor  made  e'en  bold 
Peter  kneel. 
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Lo,  with  lips  in  the  dust  and  humbled  hearts, 
Lord, 

We    beseech     Thee    forgive    now    each    pre- 
sumptuous word ; 

Let   Thy    glory    appear    where    our    thoughts 
feebly  fail, 

Send    balm  of    Thy    blessing,    let    thy    spirit 
prevail : 

Help  us  all,  friends  of   him  whom  we   ne'er 
cease  to  love, 

E'er  to  know  his  strong  spirit  leading  above : 

Thro'  each  doubt  and  each  question  this,  Thy 
own  truth,  instil 

They  are  one,  and  forever,  who  live  in  God's 
will. 


THE    END. 
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